REMINISCENCES

he could not help it, and because that was the law of
Ms life.    The painters who copied Dante Rossetti did
nothing more than to reproduce in feeble, shadowy imi-
tation the forms which Rossetti made living and real.
Most of the younger poets who imitated Swinburne
went in at last for shocking and for startling, and for
nothing else.    ' Miracle-working pictures/ said Goethe,
' are seldom works of art'; and the poets who thought
they could be Swinburnes  simply by trying to work
miracles of convulsion and hysteria, only gave to the
world verses which succeeding days have declined to
recognise as works of art.   Some of Swinburne's poems
undoubtedly  shocked  the   ordinary reader;   but the
young men who tried to imitate Swinburne seemed to
have got it into their heads that in order to be like him
they had no need to do anything more than to simply
shock the ordinary reader.    So they went on shocking
and shocking the ordinary reader more and more, until
at last the usual effect was produced, and the ordinary
reader got tired of being shocked, soon ceased to be
shocked at all, and before long ceased to read.

It was a curious craze while it lasted. One used to
meet young men of good character and blameless life
whose ambition it seemed to be to make themselves out
in verse as the predetermined breakers of every sort of
recognised human law. Some of these young fellows,
who in their homes were recognised as exemplary sons
and brothers, whose parents had no fault to find with
their ordinary goings on, whose sisters regarded them
with affectionate confidence, went rampaging about in
their verse as though the sole divinities of their worship
were lust and cruelty. Of course, the preposterous
craze wore itself out at last, and society went along its
old ways unheeding; but I am sorry to sgy that the
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